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"There is no barrier in my heart for him."
"No, but think of the years there was one for other
men like him. What is it you want from him?"
"I want him to love me."
"Doesn't he?"
"With his body, yes. Not with his heart."
"Do you want his child?"
She looked at me almost with anger in her eyes. She
bit her lip and said, "Yes, of course, you fool."
I confess I was a little surprised,
"Have you told him that?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"I'm so afraid he wouldn't want it."
"In a woman's love there should be no room for
pride."
I don't know what happened between them after
that but a few months later he died in an air crash.
He was a soldier in this war, one of those who must
have known he was going to die and was always smiling
about it.
When I saw her many months later she was not the
same woman. I could see it from the look in her eyes.
She was in a party one day in a stodgy beer- and
whisky-drinking crowd. She came over to speak to me.
"I want to tell you something," she said,
"What is it?"
"I told him before he died."
There was a look of triumph on her face. She looked
more attractive than ever. She had found the depth of
her love even though physically it was now dead.
Mixed affairs and mixed marriages are now more
frequent than before, because in spite of caste, conven-
tion and prejudice, an emotion needs freedom to re-